You are viewing an archived web page, collected at the request of Universitv of Wisconsin-Milwaukee Libraries usina 
Archive-lt . This page was captured on 2:15:38 Feb 05, 2019, and is part of the AIDS Resource Center of Wisconsin 
collection. The information on this web page may be out of date. See Ali versions of this archived page. 


M 


A 


X 


M 


U 


M 


Stacy Blair (Indiana, USA): "Photo Experiments" 

Blonde locks jut out over the tops of pigtails, 
bleached beach/sand-color by the sun. 

Time's short between this photograph and my regard. 

Picture: no flower lays or shoes, just 

young grass hips. She is, I am, we were, 

very young. The entire page of this album 

flanks history; under my mind, another 

helpless time exp!osion. I was, we were, are, 

naked newborns, as our little limbs on film. 

c. Stacy Blair 2008 
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Adam Fieled (editor, Philadelphia, USA): "Ode: On Exile" 

No bells strike at Saint Matthew's; midnight 
means lights out; across Fayette Street, Windows 
send slow signals; but for hope of daylight, 
no means of evoking, painted or not, halos. 

Occasional cars; the 7-11 parking lot empties 
not completely, the night crew forced to spill 
laced coffee, pills, down throats, past painted 
faces reflecting gloom, as they plan candies 
passed around to kill behind, enemies 
locked in basements, unwilling dross killed. 

Duli, dense, reptile-laden world- nature's phantom 
side, scarred with imperatives to destroy-1 
stride past Calvary Episcopal, its handsome, 
enchanted spires, trying to forge a "who" and "why." 
Caravaggio's John the Baptist, crouched darkly 
in murk, I superimpose on Conshohocken at 
night, including the succession into severed head- 
knowing that in there (7-11), warnings sharply 
uttered mean nothing, less than nothing at that, 
humanity is lost, then its corpse is bled. 
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This is not the world I was born for- Butler 
Pike, a Honda pulls into the abandoned 
Dairy Queen lot, the young male driver scuttles 
out into the apartment complex, fear-flattened- 
as to what John Milton would say about these 
suburban straits, everyone changing form 
like Satan, a poet singed by lost innocence 
up all night on his own pills, thoughts, caffeine- 
I divine he knew all this, putrid fires warmed 
to kill brains, rigid rules passed on, idiot to idiot. 


c. 2015 














Chris McCabe (London, UK): "Rotgut Whiskey" 

The last teeth I count 
are in the hand, not to 
mouth; truth is a dog 
with kittens, drunk on 
winter tequila. My 
mirror lost its glass, 
wrote me a Dear 
John note in dust. It 
said, look out, & I did. 

Saw the night, with its 
one eyelid. Fed up 
with detritus? Move 
to this vacancy. Here, 
light your own. The 
stars go on and off, 
like women turning 
tricks for rotgut whiskey. 

c. Chris McCabe 2009 


Leonard Gontarek (Philadelphia, USA): Two Poems 
ON LOVE 

The woman was talking about how she had maybe 
three cigarettes a week now, cut down from twenty 
on a good day, while the barista ground into earth 
my French roast. She wasn't with me, she was 
with the other guy in line. Yet I was lost in 
the death sentence of her down-to-her-ass, 
fairy-tale hair. Just as I was surprised 
by Autumn moments before. 

AUTUMN II 

Autumn leaves rustle and crumple. 

The sound heard is like earlier, 
when children rolled plastic hoops (yellow and scarlet) 
in full sunlight. He possesses the self-same heart 
he has previously. It was broken. It mended. 

It was broken. Now it is simply in disarray. 

The laundry, fragrant with lemon, floats 
in the first visible backyard, like ghosts. 

c. Leonard Gontarek 2010 


Mary Walker Graham (Boston, USA): "My Favorite Word is River" 

The lady maples dip their long green fingers into their own reflections. 

And the train goes by twice, toot and toot. 

The okra was so tali this year, ringed with crimson, 

the Japanese beetles like scary mobile jewels. Imagine if her necklace walked... 
(and ate holes in her thin skin, and had to be trapped 
with sticky pheromone ooze.) 

It gets thin and salty near the marshes. 

Now l'm dining alone on the Sonoma Coast... 


River rhymes with liver, which has the meaning 





both of filter and of one who doesn't die. 
c. Mary Walker Graham 2008 


Steve Halle (Illinois, USA): from Blackbirds 

Under the desk- 
red plastic box 
of Legos, from which 
things were built 
demolished brick 
by plastic brick, 
a place of origins 
lays in wait 

behind blue blinds, 
a red light, an imagining, 
made real by imagination. 

The memory of its glow, 
the ghost apparatus, 
rising mind at bedside dawn. 

Etched in the marble 

of a city's empirical consciousness, 

a dead man eternally bleeds. 

Voices plead with his blood 
for certitude, and construct 

a reply, feels real enough 
to pacify the weary mind, 
the dry throat forming words, 
yet the body reaches after 
its own and another's carnality, 
only flesh memories pacify, 
not scripted visions of fantasy. 

The lampshade grants 

the bedroom understated light. 

A turn-dial color TV, 

one-hundred faux-fur paws, 

magnitudes of material, 

when love is pulled from warm hands. 


c. Steve Halle 2006 


Mary Walker Graham (Boston, USA): "On the Banks of the River in Winter” 

As if for the first time, 

the long low sound of the water 

and the train just beginning 

to round the bend and blow 
its way through the dark tunnel. 

How many times l've sat here 

in summer: considered the chicory, 
drawn the blue bridge flung 
from bank to bank, or wondered 

the names of the red flowers, 
their throats like trumpets. 

How many times l've not 


liven in to the weepini 





I can almost see her- Mary- the one 
who lifts the Potomac mud 

to her face and smears, 
as if it were a balm and not 
the original problem, 

or the one with the bucket of fish: 

she should return them but that would mean 

letting them slip, silver and whole, 

finally cast out from her. I'd rather 
let them wander in the waters, 
cold and insistent and crying. 

c. Mary Walker Graham 2008 


Nick Moudry (Philadelphia, USA): "Victoria, High Quality Pt. 2" 

Film hits me with an OK boys 

don't like this story 

is my favorite sequence of course 

under the she is under the illuminating hello 

you are programmed to act 

of your own talking turned into 

a speech which says ”Hi" 

of course we are here to see you doesn't 

belong here turns out to be very proud acts 

just like a play the agent role is fragile 

will you play of course you will if it is written you will 

love it everyone sings under the 

always evolving she hits me with a 

character's all I have ever written 

of course I want to be like all over the place 

but she said it's too 

cold outside to be standing around 

thinking why don't you go fuck yourself 

& she says let's go home & fuck 

& I am thinking hey yeah 

it's great to be an American 

The biggest fuck you 

about life is I'd probably sound more 

messages into your machine 

but am not entirely sure you like people 

as far as l'm concerned I wish I could 

wake up & no one is there or is 

pretending to be there she holds 

my hand I have no idea what she means 

when she is so friendly you can say I am 

lost behind everything or 

it has been a long time since I even 

thought of America was up til four o'clock 

looking at us only often in the act 

c. Nick Moudry 2006 


Chris McCabe (London, UK): Two Untitled Poems 

I seek the fine grain with the coarse mind, 

The cloth my brain is wrapped in, rough 
To the touch of the world's green edges. 

My body sometimes knows what's to be 


Done, when in name I speak a wild field 





That has not been cleared of impediments: 
The culture's stones, commerce's salt 
That rot the Earth and shut off the sun. 


I long to yield beauty, in its own allotment; 
Uncurbed and yet refined; freely available 
But not cheapened by bargained price. 

Let the springs, the bird-songs, the trees 

Come into their aloneness like a coronation 
That allows the new king to attain greatness 
Amidst the very loss that brought them there. 
All that is most clear and true is visible 

Like the color that breathes itself on rain 
To make the surface dazzle with life, to show 
That what is beautiful carries between floors 
And can be on the ground, or greenly upstairs. 


Things are what kings hold- and let go of, once; 

Learning too late that the nothing outside belongs 
To the nothingness buzzing in our blood, and will 
Connect to it, as a burglar will drill through 
Steel locks and busy tumblers, to our blood. 

The tempest of existence thrums and thunders, 

Rumbling the body like the great beating of a kettle drum, 
Announcing the hard hollows and stretched surfaces 
Of ourselves, our groaning testimony to being present 
Against our wish, presented to an audience who loves us less. 
We sense the vibrancy of loss as a humming of violins 
Like a surgery wild with last-minute cutting, a tuning 
Up of instruments and mastery- the universe 
Has a dancer's body and a maggot's mind. 

c. Chris McCabe 2009 
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